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V R O L O G y E, 

Written Itv Mr. H O L C R O F T, 

. . . • * 

Spoken by Mr. BANNI*TER> jun. 

PROLOGUES, with cauftic toucli, have often tried 
To probe yx^ur fpleen> prove knaves and fools allied i 
Have twifted words and wit ten thoufan4 ways, 
To (hew that thefeare moft degenerate days ! 

A different tafk be ours. — ^We'll prove that you 
Are wife and happy. Nay! tho' ftrange^ 'tis true-l 

Firft on your fafity think ! now belles appear 
By ample bulwark^guarded, front' and rear ! 
Now male and female amble, fide by fide, 
£xem|st^from harm, bybreaft-works fi^rtify^d ? 
Here polygons^ dif^nd Mift Mdly's breaft ! 
There h orn- works hufli the huiband's fears to reft ! 
By ramparts, (daily raised, he's freed from cares v 
If he'll but grant Sufficient for repairs. 

Our ftrengdivthus prov'd, proceed we to difelofe 
How new-made weahh thro' new-made channels flows ! 
How rich we ai^e, in medal-ruft and ^are things ! 
In copper coins, eilt pence and~Quecn* Anne-farthings ! 
How (hells, ftuff '4 monkies^ and Cremon^s oki^ 
In hand of Auftioneer, are current gold ! 
He *' Going ! going !" cries. " The hammer's up I 
" This fine antique ! this Roman — — caudle-cup I" 
A gem (b rare makes connoiffeurs turn pale. 
Fearful, alike, to purchafe or to fail ! 
Hope trembles, ftarts, from lip to lip rebounds, 
'Till down (he'$ knock'd by— Ah !— one thoufand pounds t 
The envied purchafer, with joy elate. 
Pays for his prize by— -feHing his eftale ! 

^ ^ While 



While Smirky in florid ftj^e, words nicely placed, 
Protefts theee lot does, anner to his tiafte ! (Mimckiug.) 

Yes ! fiire you're happy ! and ibould reft content. 
Now landfcapes are reduced fifteen per cent : 
And Claude's and Titian's new-found wonders may 
By new-made Peers be bought^r new-made Peers can 
pay. 

(fuming fofrmu.) 

One things indeed, may well your peace invade, 
Pawnbrokers ! threaten you to leave off trade ! {Wtepu) 

(Returning to his former chearful tone,) 

All things confidered, now, while fafety fmiles. 
And wealth inundates thus our Queen of ffles ; 
While Vickery head defe<3;6 fo foon repai)'s$ 
And half unpeoples Greenland of her bears ; 
While exhibitions, galas and reviews, 
Lifle-ftreet, Vauxhall, the Abbey, Handel, Hughes, 
Flutes, fiddles, trombos, double-drums, bafibons, 
Mara, the fpeaking-figure, fifh-^balloons. 
Earth-baths, live-eagles, fuch as never flew, 
V Hercuk du Roy ! and General Jackoo I 
•While thefe create a round of fuch delight. 
Sure, we may hope, you will not frown to*hight I 
While farces numerous as thefe go down, 
Our farce may in its turn amufe the town 5 
And, fmiling thus on Folly's vaft career. 
Sure not on us, alone, you'll be fevere I 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 

« 

The Author of the WIDOW'S VOW is indebted for 
the Plot of her Piece, and for the Plot only, to VHe- 
reufe Erreury a French Comedy of one A61, by M. Pa- 
TRAT, but to the Excellence of the Englifh P/r/irzw^7:y 
jdone is fhe indebted for its very flattering Succefs. 
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S C E N E L 
AHailinaCaJk. 
knur JEROME and FLORA. 

t'LORA. T Cdn't go at prcfcnt, Mr. Jerome, for I 
j^ expeil my Lady every moment to ring^ 
and if I (hould be out of the way (he will be an- 
gry 5 and as I am but new in her fervice — 

Jerome. She angry ! Oh you don't know her 
yet — ■ When you have been a day or two with 
her you'll find (he is never angry — She is 
the beft tempered creature — and were it not for 
her averfion to us men, fhe would not have a 

B Flora, 
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Flora. Do you confidcr that as a fault, Mr* 
Jerome ? 

Jerome. To be fure I do — For my part, I 
think fhe had much better be too fond of us, as 

the reft of her fex are. » 

Flora, Pray, Mr. Jerome, what caufed her 
averfion to the men ? 

r 

Jerome. I'll tell you. Flora, if it wo'nt make 
you melancholy. 

Flora. Oh. no, Mr. Jerome — I like a me- 
lancholy ftory— I likedcarly to cry, when it is not 
on my own account. 

. Jerome. Well then — ^Whcn my Lady was on- 
ly fifteen (he fell deep in love with a fine hand- 
fome young fellow, inferior to her both in rank 
and fortune i but jny good old Lord, her father, 
who doated upon her, was afraid a difappoint- 
ment might break her heart, and fo confented to 
her having him ; but he proved fo bad a hufband 
that my poor old Matter foon died with grief. 

Flora. Poor man ! 

Jerome. Don't cry yet, there*s fomething 
worfe to come — My Lady, on this, took fuch a 
diilike to her hufband, that he died of grief 
too. 

Flora. Indeed, Mr. Jerome, this is very 
movipg. (cries.) 

Jerome. On this— 

Flora* 
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Flora. I hope there is nothing worfc to 
come i 

Jerome. On this, my Lady made a vow to 
Ihut herfelf up from the whole fcx. 

Flora. Well, that is more afFeding than any 
of it. 

Jerome. And (he immediately retired to this 
lonely caftle, where, except the houfe of Donna 
Ifabella next door, we have not a neighbour for 
miles; and even there we are ftrangers — for my 
part I have never fo much as fcen Donna Ifabella, 
or exchanged a word with' any of the fcrvants fincc 
they came to the place — though indeed they have 
not been here above eight days. 

Flora. But how long has my Lady kept this 
vow of avoiding all your fex ? 

Jerome. Eighteen months. 

Flora. Eighteen weeks ! what a time t 

Jerome. Months. 

Flora. Months! ihe has certainly loft her 

fenfes. 

Jerome. Not ihe. 

Flora. O but I am fure ftie muft have loft 
fomc of them. 

Jerome. I tell you no. — But I muft leave you 
now, Mrs. ^iora, for yonder is Don Antonio, and 
I believe he is coming this way. 

B 2 Flora; 
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FtORA. I thought no man was adoiittcd intq 
the caftle but you, Mr. Jerome ? 

Jerome. Yes ; Don Antonio liyes here — but 
then he is my Lady's uncle j and you know there 
can be no fear of her falling in love with him^ a^ 
be is a relation^ 

Flora. But you arc no relation^ Mr. Je- 
lome; 

Jerome. Why, as you fay, fhe alight fall la 
love with me — Stranger things have happened-^ 
and to tell you the truth, (he does not feeai po- 
fitive Ihe (han't, for (he bids me keep out of her 
fight 9S much as poffible, for fear I fliould put her 
in mind of that handfome villain that brought her 
to this retirement. 

Flora. Here comes the old Gentleman ! 

# 

Jerome. Then I muft go, for he'll be.wanting 
to fay fonr^thing to you — he is for ever running 
after all the maids^— I am forry to leave you— I 
am> indeed. Flora ; indeed I am-— Oh it would be 
a happy thing for me ff I could bring myfclf tq 
care aa littl^ for the women, as my Lady does for 
the men. * [Exit Jerome^ 

Flora. A fine fwectheart, truly, I have got—; 
and if this old fright proves another, Fll be even 
With him. 

Enter JntoniS'-^Sbe courte/ys 

Antonio. Hah ! — ^what !— what is all this .W 
what have we here ?— -what have we here ?— ^ 

pretty 
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pretty girl— a very pretty girl indeed ! — My 
niece's new maid, I fuppqle- — Aye, aye, I had the 
other fcnt about her bufincfs — She muft be like 
her miftrefs forfooth, and have nothing ro fay to a 
man — (going up to Fkra) My dear, come this way 
•-rl think your's is a new face— 

Flora. Yes, Sir-— and I think your^s is an old 
pnc. 

Antonio. Hem— hem. -—Pray what 13 your 
pame i 

Flora. A very good name— and I intend ne* 
yer to change it for 4 bad one. — 

Antonio. Look in my face — ^What do you 
blulhfor? 

Flora. For you* 

Antonio. Come, come, no pertnefs — but let 
me bid you welcpmc to thp caftlc. Coffers tojaluu 

• Flor4. No, indeed you flian't, 

Antonio. I will bid you welcome to the 
caft 1 e. (after aftru^le bejalutes her.) 

Flora. Upon my word. Sir, you arc very 
l-ude— How would you like I fhould fervc yon 
io ? 

Antonio. Do— Po— fervc me fo— you are very 
welcome. 

' ; "■ \ ■ 
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EaSer JEROME. 

Jerome. Flora, there's a young woman at the 
gate, who fays (he lives with Donna Ifabella, and 
wants to fpcak to you upon fome particular bufi- 
ncfs — Can your Honor fpare her with no incon- 
venience to yourfclf ? 

Antonio. Yes — Yes — fhc may go — (Exii 
Flora and Jerome) A young woman at the gate, 
now do I want to bid her welcome tathc caftle— 
a maid of Donna Ifabeila, our neighbour — by the 
bye I muft. bring about an acquaintance with 
Donna Ifabeila and thcCountefs my niece, if I can, 
for I am told Ifabeila is a very beautiful lady — 
and I fbould like to bid her welcome to the caftle 
— but, notwithftanding all the pains 1 have taken, 
ever fince (he has arrived, to procure a fight of her, 
I have not been able — I would, however, force 
myfelfinto the houfe, but it feems (he has a 
young brother, the Marquis, come down on a vifit 
to her within thefc t4irce days, and he might take 
upon him to refent my gallantry — and I can't fay 
1 am fond of refentments, rage and hatred — no, 
Bo^ the Jofter padions pofifefs me wholly. [^Exit. 



SCENE II. 



A Chamber at DONNA ISABELLA'S. 

Enter ISABELLA followed ly the MARQUIS. 

« 

Marquis. But my dear fifter, did not you fe- 
4ucc me to this melancholy fpot^ on a promife that 

you 
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you ^Quld procure me an introduftion to the rich 
widow, the charming Countcfs? — Intcreft firft 
prompted my wi(hes,'but fince I have beheld her. 
It is love* 

Isabel. Beheld her ! 

Marojctis* Yes, beheld her— walking, in her 
garden — fitting negligently in an arbor. 

Isabel. But how? — How contrive to fee 

her?— 

• 

MARCijf is. From the top of our houfe, through 
a telefcope — but, my dear fitter, do bring us a 
little nearer, or Til purchafc a fpcaking trumpet, 
and make love to her through it, though my 
pafllon be heard by every foul within a quarter o£ 
a mile. 

Isabel. I tell you I have great hopes. 

* 

Mahquis. But why not accept of her ac- 
quaintance, and prevail on her yourfclf to fee 
me? 

Isabel. I tell you again, the letters I cxpe6t 
from her uncle at Madrid will have more weight 
than volumes I could fay— She dare not difobey 
him, and mufi fee you. 

MARQyis. And yet I would nof compf^l her to 
it— Unlefs (he confents to my acquaintance free- 
ly, without being conftrained by force, or de* 
ceived by ftratagcm, I bad rather have recourfc 
to the top of the houfe sind my telefcope again. 

. Isabel. 
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Isabel. Do not let your fcrupiilous honot 
bvcrcomc all your future prbfpefts— Notwkh-* 
ftanding thcfe letters will ftrorigly recommend 
you, yet it will be with her own confcnt onljr 
fee will yield to the recommcndaticHi. 

Makqijis. But when 4o yoii expeflt the let- 
ters? 

Isabel. Every inftaat^-my fervants al-^ nox^ 
gone to the Poll- office. 

MARCipis. rU fly and fefe ,if they are re- 
turned. 

Isabel. Do ; for as foofi as the letters are ar- 
rived, I would not have you lofe a moment btifc 
away, and know your fate at once — yet if flie will 
but fee you I think with fuch a perfon as yout'si 
there can be little to feaf. 

MARQjtris. But they tell me flic is fo auftere 
fince this rigid vow— rfo awful<-^(hc will petrify 
me with a look. 

Isabel. Plhaw— awayi and fee if tht letters 
ire come. 

MARCtpis. I \vill, and if they are, and I gaift 
admittance, I'm refolved I will obtain you i 
hufband within a week, in return, my dear fitter, 
for your kindncfs to me. \_EJctt Marquii. 

Enter I N I S. 

Isabel, Well, Inis— 1 am impatient to hear^--i 
What fuccefs ? 

Inis; 
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[ Inis. Delightful, Madam — Ihavebccn intro* 
diiced to the young Countefs — 1 firft commuui- 
rated the intelligence of the pretended plot form- 
ing agaioft her to her waiting-woman, who was 
fufficiently alarmed at it^ to take me to her Lad/ 
immediately. 

Isabel. Well. 

Inis. And fo« Madam, as foon as I was in- 
troduced f fell a crying— -I thought that was the 
beft way. 

fsABEL. Very well. 

Inis. .And then, before I diicovered wbdt I had 
to fay, I made her promife not to betray me, 
which fhe did moft folemnly, and without the 
lead reludance — and now. Madam, fays I, I 
l\ve fervant with your neighbour, Donn^ Ifabella, 
a flighty Lady,*who turns every thing ferious and 
f:rcred into ridicule i and flie has refolved to make 
fport of you for pretending an averfion to men, 
and for that purpofe ihe has procured recom- 
mendations for you to receive the vifits of the 
young Marquis her brother, but inflead of him, 
fhe purpofes to come herfelf, difguifed as a man, 
prevail on you to confcnt'to be married to her, 
and' then throw, off the maik, and make you and 
your vow the jeft of the whole kingdom. 

Isabel. This is all right— ^go on. 

. Ivis. On this (he thanked m^e a thoufand times 
for the difcovery. - . * 

Isabel. But did flie fay fhe would receive 
ipe? 

C Inis 
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Inis. Oh yes — (he has promifed to receive yeu 
on my account, that my divulging the fcheme may 
not be dctcdcd. 

Isabel. And fhe is abfolutcly rcfolvcd to re- 
ceive w^ under the title of my brother ? 

Inis. You may depend upon it— but how arc 
you to proceed now? 

Isabel. Send my brother to her immedi- 
ately, 

4 

Inis. Your brother ! 

Isabel. Yes— The Countefs, from what you 
have told her, will luppofc hini a woman, receive, 
him, arid confequently fufFcr a thoufand endear- 
ing familiarities $ till, charmed by the graces of 
his mind and perfon, fhe (hall love him without 
knowing it, and, when (he detedts the impollor, 
be unable to part with him. 

Ikis. And if fhe is like me, (he'll think it the 
happieft day of her life — but have you prepared 
your brother how to adt his part ? . 

Isabel. He has nothing to aff^ being the very 
perfon he reprefents, and therefore (hall not know 
of the art by which he is introduced — for„ except 
being a little too attentive to drefs ahd etiquette, 
a circumftance which, with his yputhful appear- 
ance, favours our defign, he is one of the moft 
amiable young men in the world, and the Iea(t 
idea of impo(iuon would (hock his honour, and 
put an end to my (chcme. 

Inis«« 



\ 
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I>iis. Then be is not to*know he is to be taken 

for a wofnan. . • * 

Isabel. Certainly not — ^Hufh, here he is, now 
for my credentials, (taking out Utters from her 
fockit.) 

Enter MAR Q^U IS. 

■ 

Marqpis. Oh, my dear fitter, there are no let- 
ters arrived. 

Isabel. Yes, here they arc— (Gives a packet 
.ofktters) my maid has juft brought them me, 

Marqjjis. O with what joy 1 receive them— 
they, are all right ?— "There will be no miftake I 
hope ? — Nothing to make me appear ridiculous ? 
— ^I would n6t appear ridiculous for the world. 

Isabel, All is right — ^No, no* 

MAHoyis. They. are addreficd to her uncle ! 

ISABEL. Yes, becaufe it will be far more de-? 
licate to be introduced through his mea^s-r* 
but there is one enclofed to her. 

MARQyis. D*ye think fhc'll fee mc ? 

Isabel. Yes i I dare fay — There islittle doubt 
of ft. 

InisI By my dream laft night, Td lay my life 
flic will. 

Marqjtis, Why, what did you dream ? 
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Inis. I dreamt flie ordered her fervanrs. to 
drag your Lord Ihip by force out of the houfe, 
and duck you in the great filh-pond for a whole 
hour/ 

Marquis. Is that a fign ?— -- 

Inis, O yes — ^Dreams always go by contra<» 

ries. 

Marquis. (Goings returns.) But I knpiK flic 
is fo haughty and referved^ that, Jhould fliQ ftc|mi)t 
me, I (hall appear confufed and awkward. — 

Inis. So much the better — ^flie expefts you'H 
be awkward. 

Marquis. Expels I (hall be ayirkward I 

Isabel. Pihaw,. pfliaw — Hefitate ne longer 
with your fears, but away — you know yoyr firft 
court muft belo the uncle, and when you have 
been a little time in the houfc your apprdbenfions 
will vanifh, — Away, away. 

Marquis. But i£ flic ftiould not condclcencj 
tofeemc ? 

Imis. Oh, my l/)rd, you may depend upon it 
<he will, becaufc of my drcapi. 

(Exit Marquis on one fide and Ifabella and Inis on 

the other.) 



SCENE 
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S C EN E III. 

I 

ibeHallintbeCafile. 

Enter ELORA and JEROME^ 

Flqra. Ha^ ha^ha,ha. 

Jerome, Ha, ha, ha, ha — But is all this matter 
offaft? 

Flora* As trac as I am alive, Jeroraer-I have 
done nothing but laugh ever fince I heard it — ^But 
do you think, Jeroaie, (he'll be drcft all over like 
a man? 

Jerome. To be fure. 

Flora. What, everything? 

Jerome. Yes — Every thing — Egad, I long to 
have a peep at her ! 

Flora. Aye, and fo would Antonio too, if he 
*knew. — 

Jerome. Aye, that he would — ^he'd be fo fond 
of the young Mj^rquis there would be no keeping 
him away from her — but he docs not know of it, 
you fay ? 

Flora. No ; no foul knows of ic yet but my 
Lady and I, and now I hav^ told it lo you ; and 
I am to tell it to all the fervants as foon as ihe 
comes, that they may not think my Lady has 
broken her vow, by admitting a rqan — Lord, 1 
•wonder how I (bould look in men's clothes ! 

Jerome. 
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Jerome. There's the Pricft's old great cloak, 
doublet, and jack-boots hanging up behind that 
door, if you have a n^nd to try, and TU ftep out 
of the way till you have put them on. 

(A loud raffing at the door*) 

Flora. Here fhc is— Here fhc is— Oh dear— 
Oh dear — how afhamed I am,- for hen 

Jerome. And I wilh I may die if fa ben*t I. 

(Covering bis eyes.) 

Flora. And yet fomehow I long to fee her I 

(Another raffing,) 

!Flora. Run, Jerome, run. 

Jerome. This moment (turning hack) but I 
am fo afraid I fhall laugh. 

Flora. O no— Don't laugh — if you do you 
will fpoil all, and my Lady will never forgive 
you. 

Jerome. Well — I won't— I won't, if I can 
help it — ril look fo — jull fo, if I can — as feriouft 
as a judge — will that do ? (looking ferious.) 

Flora. Yes ; that will do. , (Raffing again.) 

Jerome. (Going.) Ha, ha, ha, ha — I can't help 
laughing a little though — but not before her-^ 
ril be as ferious as a judge before her. (ajide) 
Kgad I am afraid— I am afraid I (hall laugh. 

(Exity ftifling a laugh.) 

Flora. Now where fhall I run to have a peep 
at her ?— in here, [£^// Flora. 

Enter 
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Enter JEROME, l^owing before the MARQUIS, 
with his face on onefideyds if he was afraid to look- 
at him for fear befhould laugh. 

. M AR<iyis. Let Don Antonio know I have let- 
ters for him. 

« 

JjEROME. Yes, your Honour — Lordlhip. (Lift^ 
ing up his eyes^ looking at himwithjide glances^ and 
with difficulty ftifling a laugh.) Your Honour, 
yodr Lordlhip— Let Don Antonio — know — you 
—have —letters— for— him. (Supprejing a laugh. 

Marqluis. Yes i is not that plain } 

Jeromb- Yes. (fiillfupprejfingalaugb.) And 
he'll be very glad to wait upon your Honour. 

[Laughs right out and exit. 

MAR<iyis. A ftrangc fellow this — How my 
heart beats ! 

Fx.0RA, (from a door.) Oh that flie would 
but turn this way, that I might fee her face — Oh 
the impudent Out. 

Enter JEROME with a grin on bis face* 

Jerome. Noble Lord, Don Antonio will be 
here immediately. (Then laughs and ftares at him 
from head to foot.) Here he is. 

Enter ANTONIO. 

J (The Marquis bows very reJpeSlfully whil/l Je* 
rpme is laughing and making faces behind.) 

Marquis. 
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Marquis. Letters, my Lord, from your bro- 
ther at Madrid. 

Antok 10. Signior. (Taking the letters.) 

Mar 0^15. (ajide while Antonio reads.) Heaven.% 
whence this palpitation ? If fuch are the feelings 
of my bdfom on knowing myfelf in the fame houfc 
with her, what muft be my agitation on a nearer 
approach ! 

Anton^io. My letters inform me it is the Mar- 
quis who does me the honour of this viGt— My 
Lord, your Lordfliip— 

• Jerome, Ha, ha, ha. 

Antonio. What*s the matter with you-^? 

Jerome. Sir, Iwasonly~ 

Antonio. Only what ? Leave the roon^. 

Jerome. (Afide^) Well I thought the old 
Don would have found out a woman in any dif- 
guife. \Exit. 

Antonio. My Lord, you may command my 
fervices and fricndfhip, but I fear you will not rate 
them/o highly as 1 could wifh, as you muft be de- 
barred the acquaintance and fociety of my niece— 
You are no itranger to the vow fha has taken ? 

Marquis. I am. not — and yet I flatter myfclf 
the manner in which I am fpoken of in thefe let- 
ters — 

Antonio. Be certain. Sir, my niece Ihall re- 
ceive them, ur^cd with all my authority for an in-* 

tcrvicw* 
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terview. Will your Lordlhip take a turn in the 
garden while I deliver them ahd^ enforce their con- 
tents ? 

Marcqtis. I will — ^and (hould you prove fuc- 
cefsful, Don Antonio, I Ihall ever retain the decp- 
cft fcnfe of the obligation. [Exif Marquis. 



Enter the COUNTESS. 

Aktonio. Niece, I was this moment coming 
to you, to bring you thefe letters from your uncle 
at Madrid, which you will find recommend, in 
the ftrongeft manner, to your acquaintance, no 
other than the young Marquis our neighbour- 
as fine a youth as ever I faw. 

Countess.* Ha, ha, ha — is he arrivfd.?— 

Antonio. Now in the houfe — What is the 
matter ? — Did you hear of his intended vifit ? 

Countess. Yes — ^Ha, ha, ha — how does he 
look? 

Antonio. Delightfully— I don't think I ever 
faw a handfomer man. 

Countess. Man ! — tia, ha, ha, I dare fay he 
looks a little awkward ? 

Antonio. Aukward! No; he is as elegant In 
his deportment, and as fine, as finifhed a young 
fellow as ever I faw. 

Ccuntess* 



x8 The WIDOW'S VOWv 

t k • ** 

r 

Countess. (Jfter looking over the letter,) Gcr-i 
tainly, I fhall comply with my uncle's r^qucft-— 
Let his Lordlhip be admitted, 

Antonio. Niece, I always knew you could not 
keep your vow— I always knew the very firft man 
|:jiat came in your way— crafli it would go diredk-? 
ly, but let me ()erfuade you to break it by degrees^ 
and not let the world fay you made no ftruggle 

ii 
CouNrtss. Struggle Jf Now, my dear Uncle, 
with all your deep difccrnment, particularly iri 
f egard to our fex, tp fee you at laft impofcd upon 
fielight§ me; 

Antonio. Impofcd upon I 

Countess. Yes; for this felf-fame Marqui^ 
is a woman. * ' . ' 

Antonio. A woman ! 

Countess. Yesj this *^ fine, elegant crea- 



ture." 



Antonio. That is,, then, the. very reafon why 
I thought her fo-^^a fine creature,*'— :now that is 
intuition, inttirift, love without knowing it — 5 
But, rny dear niece, are you fure you are right ? 
Are you fure you don't deceive mc? Don^t dif- 
appoint me — I can't bear a difappointmcnt in a 
rnatter like this — I am vatllypleafed, and a dif- 
appointment might be fatal. 

Countess.' I afliireyou again a woman-^fiftcy: 
tp the Marquis-r-and has undertaken this fchfemc 

^ purely 
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purely to make lovt tp rae, and turn nie into ridi- 
cule. 

Antonio. Now I think of it again, fhe was dc- 
vilifti awkward-'-and I believe wdrc her fword oh 
tjiq wrong fide. 

Countess. It is (he hcrfelf depend upon it^ 

Antonio. To fee furc it is — and Til be hang'd 
if it did not ftrike me to be a woman the moment 
I laid my eyes on Her-^fbr Ihfe came iip to me 
flipping and Aiding, and toffing her head, juft^^ 
the fine ladies do. (Mimitks.J WcU-^But what 
do you irtttnd to do? I know what I intend to 
do. 

- Countess. I (Mall catry on thje Ibheme, and 
pretend to be deceived, till I turn the joke flic 
defigns for mey on hcrfelfi 

• Antonio; YcS ; arid I iiitcnd to Have niy 
joke too. 

^ Countess; But you niull keep the fecrct. 

r 

Antonio. I wo*nt fajr a word. 

Countess. Take his Lordliiip into the fa- 
loon, and rU -wait upon him immcdiati{ly. 

Antonio. Aye, my dear-^and you need not , 
be in a hurry— Egad[, I like the joke of all 
things. . 

[Eiii: 
p 3 Mnt& 
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Enter JEROME ^p^i FLORA. 

Flora. Dear my Lady, have you fecn hcF? 
Countess. Not yet. 

Flora. Weil, I declare (he looks as like a 
man! 

Countess. I Ihall certainly laugh in her 
face. * 

• 

Jerome. Oh no, don't laughr — Ncycr give 
^ur mind to laughing-— I did not eyen fmile, but 
Kept my countenance as fteady — juft thus — Dtd 
not I, Flora ? Oh — 'tis fuch a weakoefs to laugh---^ 
Look juft (b-r-as I do now — 

Countess. I muft away tb the triajj however—^ 
come with me to the door^ Flora. 

Jerome. And be fure you don't laugh- 
Think on me, and keep your counteoance-^if 
you can. 

(Exit Countejs and Flora en oneftde crii Jmm W 

tht other,) 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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Enter FLORA. 



D,E A R me, what a pretty footman (he hat 
bcought with her !-rhe mademe Aich ai^. 
bow as I paft — and looked fo grand— here he is. 

£»/«* CARLOS and hws'-Sh cottrtf/igs* 

Flora. O Lord, I hope this is not a woman 
tpo ! bur I dare fay it is — liord ifvbat a pity 4 hue 
I'll talk to him, and I fhall fopn be able to fiad 
out-^and if he does not fall in love with me^ PlI 
conclude it can't be a man. lafiJe. 

Carlos. A very pretty girl. (afide.J Ypur 
humble fervant, my dear angel. 

Flora. Too conceited for a man; (afide.) 

Carlos. May I venture, on fo flight an ac- 
quaintance to protcft to.you— * 

Flora^ 
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Flora. No — he protcfts — *tisaman. [qfid^i 
Carlos. Permit me to aflure you— - 

Flora. . Sir K . » ^ -:- 

Carlos. What thus takes up your atten- 
tion ? • 






Flora. A douBt 1 have. 

Carlos. Do you entertain any doubts of 
me ? r 

« 

Flora. Yes — Indeed I do. 
Carlos. What arc they ? 

Flora. I have been trying to put this bunch 
of ribbons into a right form for rtiy Lady's hair, 
and I hardly know how.-" 

Carlos. Let me try. (She gives the ribbons ») 

Flora; Now (hall I fee by the dexterity, 
whether it is a woman ox not. . [afide. 

Carlos. There— Pli be hanged if I have not 

done it to a nicety. ^ (Returns the ribbons^) 

f • • • . » 

Flora. 'Tis a woman, pfhaw. 

(Afide and figbing^) 

Carlos. Now I muft beg a kifs for my pains. 
, , , (Kijfesber.) 

Flora. No— it muft be a man. 
Carlos. My charming— 

Flora. 
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* FtonA. For Heaven's fake go about your 
bufinefs, for here comes a fcllow-fcrvant of 

Carlos. I am going into the grove, will you 
come there prefently ? 

. , Flora. Yes — perhaps 1 may-r-only begone 
now. 

Carlos. But you'll come ? 

Flqra. Yes— rl think I will. 

Carlos. I fliall wait for you. [Exit. 

^nter U R S U L A. 

Ursula. So, Mrs. Flora, I give you joy of 
your new fwcctheart — For (hame, foe fhame, I 
faw what paflTed. 

Flora. Lord blefs you—it is only a wo* 
man. 

Ursula. A woman ! 

r 

Flora. Aye, in mens* <:lothes, like the mtf^ 
ter, and fo there could be no^harm you know. 

Urs^ula. I did not know the fervant w^ a 
woman too 1 

Flora. Why, I am not fure of it — bat I 
thought fo when I let himkifs me, and I thought 
fo when I promifed to meet him in the grove— 
jnd \ will e'en go — ifqr 1 4?rc (ay/tis .only a wo- 
man. 

Ursula, 
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Ursul>\. Aye, now I think of it again, I am 
Jbrc it is not a man — Do you fuppofe a I-.ady in. 
dirguire> would take a man-fervan^ to attend 
her ? 

Flora. Very true ; and I wifb, Urfula, yo^i 
would go inftead of me to the grove^ for I am fa 
bufy juft at this time— 

Ursula. And yet old Jerome fays, and I ne» 
▼cr knew Jerome miftaken in my life, he fays it 
is 4 man — however, /am not afraid of him if it 
isj an4 I ^^^^ go inftcad of you. 

Flora. No, Urfula — I will go after all — for 
if it Jbould prove a man, and he fliould behave 
rude to you, oh ! my dear Urfula, I fliould never 
be happy^ that I did not take it all upon myfelf. 

{Exeunt feparatily^ 



SCENE IL 

A Parlour in the Cafik. 

rh$ COUNTESS, the MARQUIS, and DON 
ANTONIO discovered fitting, 

. Antonio. And fa, myL,ord,you once thought 
of the army — ^Do you think you ftiould ftand 
your ground in a battle. (Laughing to himfelf.) 

Marquis. Sir! (Surprized.) 

Antonio. (4fide.) Damn me but fte has X 
good leg. 

CotJNTSSS* 
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Countess. Your Lordfliip fccms formed for 
the fervice of a fofter Deity i an occupation lefs 
perilous than that of wan 

Antonio. Aye^ that you do* 

..MAttctyia-. Pardon me^ Madam, the Deity you 
allude >t(^ I fipar may be jct more fatal, unlcfs you 
will kiodty fight on my (idc. 

ANTONio^ Ha, ha, ha, I can*t help IdUghing 

to think what a prettj^ foldier you would make— 

You loolc raftly like a folder to be Jure. — ^Ha^ 
bft^hn, ^'^* 

Marquis. Why not, Sir ? (Angrily.) 

\ * 

. Antoi^][o. Nay, no. oflfcnce — ^Damn me if I 
fhould not like to cohimartd a wholef regiment Of 
you— and I would go upon fome new atchieve- 
hients— For inftance, Tay the enemy were Hot- 
ten-tots,.! would undertake to poifon them all by 
tne Icehtof perfumes from my army— or in cafe 
of a rcpulfif , would engage at any time to raife a 
mitt, ai>d cfcape purfuit, only by commanding 
e^ery man to ihake his head, and difcharge the 
powden 

Marquis. Upon my word, 3ir, yoti are very 
pleafanti (Forcing aJmiU.) 

Antonio; 1 am Vfery glad your Lordfliip thinks 
fo, 

E Enter 
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Enter SERVANT. 

Servant. (To jifitonio. ) Sir^ you are wanted 
by a gentleman in Dhe parloun 

Antonio. Plhaw — Vm bufy-a-Who Is it?—* 
(Servant whifptrs.) Well then I m^fi: come* 
(Exit Servant.) My Lord I take my leave for 4 
minuccj but I (hall fooo be back. (4fide.) H9W 
like a man (he looks — Impudent huffey^ [Estit. 

Marquis. Your uncle's behaviour, Msidami 
has fomething in it rather cxtraordinary-«-I hope 
I have not in any means offended bim ? 

Countess. I can conceal my knowledge of 
her no longer, (AJide.) Oh no, my ^dear^ not 
at all. 

Marquis. My dear \ (4fi^^) 

CovNT£SS. I declare I like you fo well — fo 
much better than I expcfted-^I can no longeir 
treat you with cold rcftrve — Come fit down« 

CTboJit.) 

MARCiyis. Mow kind h this ! (Drawing bis 
chair near to her.) 

Countess. (Looking at himftmn head id foot.) 
Ha^ ha» ha, ha, ha. ] proteft I can't help laugh- 
ing — Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha. 

Marquis. Ha, ha, ha, ha-^I protcft no 
more can I — Sure fate directed me to this heaven- 
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,ly fyoK, where careiiiQa7 has no (hare in polite* 
pefs 

. Cptnf T£ss. And, did you fuppoft I fhouM ufe 
any ceremony with fucli a fwert^ iwcec fellow as 
you ? 

Marquis. Egad, Til ufe no ceremony either* 
(JfiJe.) Thus, on my knees, lee me pour my 
thanks. 

Countess. Oh you artful creWtfre! {Stroiing 

Marqjtis, Art ! I dirdaim it— and fb do you. 
Tou are all pure nature. 



Countess. Well, I pofitively do think you 
one of the clcrereft of your whole fex. 

W ARQyrs, Thank you -^ Thank yoy — my 
fleareft creature- (KiJJing 'htr land.) 

CoyNTBss. So T*cgligeiit--4b eaiy'^not the 
]eaft awkward or embarrafled I 

MAR<lffis. Egad, 1 think you as little embar- 
raflfd to the ftili. (4^0 My dear Madam, 
your charming fociety has ioTpired me. (S^^ 
hr.J 

Countess. Now, if you were really a man^ 
what would you deferve for that ? 

MARQyis. Madam ! (AfioniJIbei.) 

E a CouNTfiss; 
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CauTTTESS. I fay, if. you were reaHy a man, 
what would you dcfcrvc for that freedom ? ^ 

MARCQris. ^ Realfy a man ! Why ? — ^What ?— »? 
Don't I look like a man ? 

Countess. Yes-r-that you do— and a fwcet 
pretty man — Gome, come, don't be frightened— 
ihakc hands — I forgive you— forgive you all your 
impertinence — and, carry the jeft as far as yoi^ 
wi^ll, I fim rcfolvfd not to be angry* 

Marquis. I am very much obliged to you— r 
infinitely obliged to you-r-I aflurp you this favour 
— this honour. — I don't know what to fay-^Shc 
abfolutely puts me out of countenance. (Jfide^) 

. CouNTESi$. What cpnfufed ?7-Come, refumc 
your gaiety — Come, come— ^ ^" 

Marqjus. Come, come, then, (/eizing Ur.) 
Bttter DO^ ANTONIO. 

* * * 

Antonio. Hahl-^-What! Sp-uggling? 

Countess. Oh^ Uncle, I have been fo ill- 
ufed by this Gentleman, that I muft beg you witl 
refent his behaviour. 

/v 

Marquis. How! 

Antonio, Certainly, my dear, if you have beerj 
ufe^ ill. ' • \ '''*"'! ' ' \ 

- - Countess. 



X 
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eouNTBss. MoftfcandtlouOy— Frighten her* 
Jittlc. (Afide to Antonio.) 

• iMAROyis. . Upon my honour, Sif-* 

Antonio. Zounds, Sir, my niece is oneof the 

moA refcrved, prudent young women— and who- 

?foever offers^n infuk to her, it i»my place, and 

confiftent but with my honour, to rcfent it.— Wuw 

\«hitc Ihp looks. (Afiie-) 

MAR<iyis. Sir, I fliall not draw my fword be- 
fore thcCountcfs, andthereforcl beg you will 
put up your's. , 

Antonio. And fo 1 will, my poor l-ady-^I 
fee it has frightened you^Herc, Niece, have you 
any hartfhorn or drops at hand— the poor thing 
is terrified out of her life. Come, come, my potfr 
little crcaturc-r-Poor thing- Poor ro^c. (He 
goes up to Jootb bm, and the Marquts gtves bm a 

bkW') 

■ Marquis. Don Antonio, this infolencc fhall 
receive the correction it deferves. (Dnfws } , 

GouNTiss, She is not in carncft, furc. (Afide.) 

Antonio. I have received many a blow frOip 
a Lady, but npyer fuch a one as this ! 

Marquis. Do you dare to call me a Lady 

AKTONIOt 
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AHToiiib. A U4y^ «H no— you, arc a tygcF. 

Makqui^v I never mtt wUh fqeh u£)ge I-9 
Pamnation I 

Antoniq. What a profligate ftie ts I I dii) 
|iot think fiich » word €0iil4 cotqe OMt of a womao^a 

Marquis. How, ^ir !— Dare to fay that again, 
fBfd rU nail yoy to the wall. 

ANT6Mrto. (kftrtaiing.J Why> what is all 
this about ? I won't fight— I only drew my fwor4 
f frightea you, 

Mar oyis. T^ frigKt^a ftie Wpi^ yo^ think I 
Vras to be (rightc^ed I 

ANTTOifio. Why not ? You fee I am. 

Mai^quis. Yesj I fee, and fcorn you for it, 

Cw »^iss. Why, Uncle, the tables are fairly 
fumed iipbn you. 

A^toi^io. Yes, Ntece, and IVn nnieh obl^ed 
to yep, for yeur advice in the buGnefs — But you 
itt^ depend upon ic, I IhaH take care how | 
attempt to frighten olne of your fei again. 

Marquis. Come back> Sir, I inlift Upon yotfr 
coming back, and recalling what you hav^ faid-^ 

littfifli 



1 ihfift i]pon yoiir begging mc pardon foryoiir inii 
pertinent infiiiuaaon.**-* 

A^To^l^o . What infihtisitiop P^^Tbat I ttiinfe 
you a female ? -^I am fure there is rid offence 
meant in that-*— for, when I fuppofc you a wd- 
man^ t fitppofe yoii ^vvhai; I like better than any- 
thing in tne world ; what 1 am never happy wita- 
Ctit5 and what I eveii rttakc myfclf poor, dC^ 
fpifed^ and ridiculous, in the daily purfuit qf^ . 

MAR«lt«4 Art4 l*rayi Siri in wliati 4o I ap^ 

ANto!*iOi Aiid ptay. Sit, iti what, does any; 
of our modern coxcomb;^ appear lil^e ci man f 
and yet they don^t fcruple to call thennfelyes 

MAROlTiSi Theh yoU will liot retail yoUr 
fentiments and b^ g my pard«n i 

Anton lOf Beg your patdon P^-^No— -Yes, yea 
*— Put on your petticoats, and TU fall at your feet 

at fow M you plftaft*-* 

M4RC}4f js, ru bear this no lohger-^Draw^. 

ANTONiOi Here Jerome, Jerome, comp and 
defend mc, where it would be a difho/igyr (q de- 
fend myfelf. 



Enter 
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Enter J E R O ME. 

Amto^io. ' See, Jerome, ho^ my life is af- 
failed. ' ^ i . i 
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Jerome- Ay c> your -Honour, - 1 always told 
ypu the women would , be the death of you at 
Jail. 

Marquis. You too, faftal !— 

' Jerome.'. Well* I dedar^ with her fwbfJ in 
her hand,(he is as fine a creature ds ever-I faw !*-^ 
Oh you audacious minx. 



^ MARcfcris. Seouiidfel- 



* % > . I I • y 



Jerome* Sure, your Honour, (he muft betbc 
Maid of Orlea;is. 

Marquis. I ani no rnald, Sir, 

r 

• Jerome:" I afti forry for your misforttih<i.' 

Marquis. Don Antonio, this treatment I 
fuppofc you inflift as a juft recompence for my 
prcfumptron in daring to hope for ad allianfcfe in 
3fo<jr family, fpite of the prejudice which I knew 
the Countefs had conceived — I cannot deny the 
jdftice of the accufation— I cattic into her houfe 
with the vain hope — ^* 

Countess. By no means vain^^l am reidy to 
comply, be your hopes what they will. 



MAEQuiSi Can I believe what you fay real ? 

CbuNtfiss. Certainly — ^Were you going to fay 
you hoped to mafrjr nic ? If yoUwcrc^ call the 
rricG:, and i^e'll be married immediately. 

AfJtdiiiOh Ay6, if that is what yoilr Lord^ 
fiiip wants, the Prieft ftlall tack you together in 
iive minutes. 

MAR(i2iiSi This fuddcn cbnftni ftagger^ nte-i* 
i was not prepared fdr ic-— one likes a little pre- 
|)aratloii berbre marriage as well as before death. 

CbUJlTEis. What! yoti are caft down — * 
alarmed— want to rcc^nt-^buf I won't let you-^ 
Ifou^// marry me — ^I infift upon it; 

MARQJf IS., What, direaiy ? 

CduNtESS. ItcSj difeftly — I am in a htifry* 

KiARQpiSi 1 believe this is mere trifling-^ 
Swear you will maVry me 

CouNTBSS* I do fweaf. 

Marqpis. You are witnefs £o the dath; 

Antonio and Jerome. We are witnefs.' 

tjiter SERVANT wUh DONNA llSABELtAi 

veiled. 

Servant. A Lady, Madarti, who fays Ihc i* 
£fter to the Marquis. 

F C OVNT£S»if 
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